the name Sosthenes; she had been out of the theatre
world for some years, and knew none of that world
from Smyrna. Still, there was a bond between the
members of that world; there was a bare chance that
she might be squeezed in upon the warrant, and so get
to Smyrna before sailing ceased. From Smyrna, she
could easily reach The City by the usual post roads and
Government diligences. At Smyrna she would feel that
she was in one of The City's suburbs. In the company
there might be one who would remember her sister
Comito. Vulgarity like Comito's could not be forgotten
in a few years; it blazed a trail and left a reek of the pit.
Generals and premiers might be forgotten in a few
months, but not one like Comito.

She had not gone far from the wharf when the man
Peter beset her again.

."See, now," he said, "why you not give me those
pieces? I your friend. I give you now only eighteen
piece for that big one, see? You ask me to-morrow, you
only get fifteen. No one else give you so much. You
give me the piece. I give you eighteen piece for it. You
trust all the other piece to me. I show them to my friend,
see?"

* "Nothing doing/' she said.

She walked on, followed by him. She knew that her
only chance of a fair price was to seem indifferent. All
the time her mind was doing sums, first, the amount she
could expect from her jewels, next, the cost of the
journey home, next, the probable cost of having to
winter in Antioch before she could sail; next, the cost
of getting, say, to Myra, or other Karamanian port, and
wintering there, which might be cheaper than Antioch;
next, the prospects of earning her living in Antioch, if
she had to winter there. Trade was bad, everybody said;
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